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The True Victims of War 


The children of medical workers warm themselves in a blanket as they wait 


for their relatives in a hospital in Mariupol, Ukraine, March 4. (Evgeniy 
Maloletka/AP) 


Le Minotaur 


Le Minotaur Press of Vancouver is delighted to publish the Eigth edition of 


Le Minotaur Magazine which serves to explore the beast in all of us. 


In this edition there are several short stories that also explore the beastliness 


of artistry and artists. 


A special thanks go to Olivia, Rose, Isabella, William and Aki for their 


submissions to this edition. 


Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


penny plenty321 @ yahoo.com. 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer's fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the author. 


Le Minotaur welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 


Artwork 


Reflections on Art School by Olivia Tasaka 


[Montreal] I was never somebody who knew what they wanted to do with 
their future. The question always terrified me, and I could never wrap my head 
around the fact that every adult in my life seemed to believe that by sixteen, I 
could feel anything close to excitement, much less certainty, when 
considering my career options. I’ve changed my mind dozens of times since 
high school, I've applied, accepted, denied, re-applied, re-accepted, denied... 
and two years after graduating, I found myself still at home, still not in school, 
and with no real sense of where I wanted to be. I was watching my childhood 
best friends approaching the end of their degree, working real adult jobs in the 
real adult world while I remained at the same cafe Га been working at for 
three years, feeling just as directionless as I did when we all graduated high 
school together. I knew I couldn't continue like this, that the idleness and 
monotony that defined the last two years of my life was starting to tear away 
at my psyche. Most of all, I knew that art was what got me through it all: the 
months of isolation, the growing pains of having to make my own big, 
defining life decisions, and the sobering realization as we collectively lived 
through a pandemic that people don't seem to care about each other as much 


as Т once thought they did. 


It took me a while to seriously consider art school, despite the fact that I was 
painting almost every day and that art had been a central part of my life for as 
long as I could recall. I had been trying to force myself into a more 
conventional academic pathway, one that I felt was easier to explain to 
strangers and would warrant less remarks about how I'm not going to survive 


in the real world. Yet it became clear to me after years of trying to mold myself 
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into what I thought others wanted me to be that I am not capable of pursuing 


anything that I truly don't care for. 


Within the span of a couple days, I decided to throw together a portfolio and 
applied to a painting and drawing program in Montreal. I had felt a calling 
towards this city for a while, as well as a desperate urge to leave Vancouver 
and experience something different, something other than the same roads and 
people and places that I had seen everyday for the last ten years. I finally felt 
ready to go to university, and more than anything I wanted to experience 
something other than my parents' basement and my high school coffee shop 
job. A couple months after applying, I was accepted, and in late August I 
found myself on a flight to Montreal, finally turning the page onto a new 


chapter in life, full of uncertainty, curiosity, dread, and excitement. 


I struggled to really wrap my head around art school at first. This wasn't 
helped by the fact that despite moving halfway across the country to attend 
university, I took all of my classes alone in my apartment, painting a canvas 
while my professor prattled on, confined to a little rectangle on my computer 
screen. This wasn't the hands-on, in-person experience that I was promised, 
and it left me feeling a bit jaded. The subjectivity of our grading, the vague, 


open-ended nature of our assignments, the flexible deadlines... 


it all started to feel more like summer camp than school, a summer camp that 
I completed entirely by myself, never once stepping foot into the school's 
visual arts building. I wasn't learning colour theory, or how to make an 
underpainting, or any of the technical skills that I was expecting to be 


introduced to; rather, our assignments were almost entirely conceptual, as if I 
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could submit almost anything and it would still be acceptable. I felt as though 
I wasn't progressing or moving forward in my art, nor in my life; I was 
stagnating, as I had been for two years, and moving halfway across the country 
to escape it simply forced me to face the fact that even a completely new 


environment could not fix me, not if I remained the exact same. 


For a couple of months, I allowed myself to wallow in bitterness and 
succumbed to the misery of my expectations not being met. Perhaps I was to 
blame for my naive idealism about the future, about turning the page and 
advancing to a new chapter in life, somehow emerging as a different, changed, 
and better person afterwards. Perhaps my expectations were too high, and 
after all, how much of my experience was determined by my own apathy? 
Looking back on it now, I have to ask myself if my lack of interest in school 
was my own fault and not a symptom of circumstance. It's certainly easier to 
blame outside forces than it is to admit to yourself that you simply don't have 


the drive that you used to. 


Embarking on my flight home back to Vancouver for winter break, I felt 
disappointed in myself for not becoming the person I hoped I would become, 
for not even really trying to. For allowing myself to coast through my first 
semester of university, completing everything that needed to be completed but 
without the passion or intent that I once had. I was painting for the sake of 
making a deadline, not for the sake of improving my practice as a painter. 
Nonetheless, a part of me wasn't ready to give up yet, and I knew that one 
semester of remote learning was only a brief introduction to what the next four 


years of my life could look like. Back in my childhood home, surrounded by 
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familiarity and no longer distracted enough to avoid introspection, I was 


forced to 


take a more objective look at what my experience in university had taught me 
thus far. Two years of social isolation and avoiding academic spaces like the 
plague had sent me down a path of general apathy towards my future and 
everyone else's, yet I began to recognize that this hopeless nihilism had 
become rather damaging to my mental health and motivation. Besides, 
allowing my disappointment to fester and grow inside of me wasn't getting 
me anywhere. I had to accept the fact that in order for me to appreciate art 


school, something had to change, and that change had to happen internally. 
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In late January, I found myself back in Montreal, still enrolled full time in art 
school, and slowly began to discover a lot more value in the courses that I 
once found obsolete. I was improving noticeably throughout each assignment, 
and recognizing developments within my own stylistic choices and technical 
skill level. The content of my courses didn't change much; rather, I started 
making a conscious effort to examine my progress over the last few months, 
to ask plenty of questions and to take my assignments seriously, not because 
I wanted a good grade but because I wanted to expand and improve upon my 
art practice. I’ve realized in the last few months that art school is less about 


learning colour theory or how to shade a sphere and much more about 
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grappling with your own intrinsic motivation, pushing the boundaries of what 
you consider your art style, and recognizing the true value and meaning that 


your art practice has in your life. 


There would be nothing without art; I would be nothing without art. I 
recognize that now more than I ever did before, and in going to art school I 
reaffirmed this passion of mine and more importantly, forced myself to 


uncover the ambition within me that I wasn't sure I still had. 
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Recent Other Works by Olivia 
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Boys and Their Toys by Aki Kurosawa 


My younger sister calls boy's penises their toys. She is a self-professed 
voyeur and enjoys watching boys play with their toys. Sometimes she also 


takes photographs of them ... These are some of her photos of their toys ... 
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Self-Portrait by Aki Kurosawa 


I thought long and hard before I did a self-portrait. I am looking away so it is 


hard to see my face. But I thought you might be curious what I looked like. 


This picture was taken by my sister when we were visiting my grandmother. 


I was asleep at the time. It was a hot and humid August afternoon. 


My sister took this picture without asking me permission. But it is such a 
beautiful picture that I could not get angry at her. When I awoke, my sister 


said I was the most beautiful woman she knows. I blushed all over! 


Here is a picture my sister took of me from behind a few months later. 
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It is at the little Onsen near my grandmother's village. 


Here are pictures my sister took of me at two other Onsens near Tokyo 
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In Praise of St. Sebastian by Rose Lang 


[Paris] When you are a student at a Catholic all girl's school learning about 
love and the facts of life is rather interesting. You have to approach this 


subject in a very circumscriptive way. 


Our school was gated and had a large courtyard at the centre of which there 
was a nice flower garden that was tended by the novitiate nuns, not much older 
than we were. Each year some students from the school would decide to give 
their lives and their loves to God. These students were given a bed in the wing 
of the school that housed the nuns and upon their graduation from the school 


would become novitiates. Most of these classmates came from poor families. 


The rest of my schoolmates were in a rush to leave the school at the end of the 
day to flood into Paris and enjoy a brief period of freedom as they made their 


ways home. Je n'etait pas si chanceuse ... 


For me, life had few freedoms outside of my school, or my home. Both my 
parents worked long hours. I did not have une nounou, I had my grandmere, 
who each morning would walk me to school and each afternoon when the end 
of day bell rang would be there to walk me home again. She lived around the 
corner from me. I would spend the afternoons with her doing my homework 
and even had dinner with her sometimes and then stay over when my parents 


did not want me sous leur pieds. 
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When I was fourteen I discovered that I was no longer a little girl but I was 
becoming une jeune femme as my grandmere would say. Just when we needed 
to be taught something about ... you know what ... the nuns kept us busy 
doing silly school work conjugating verbs and doing art projects which mostly 


were drawing and painting watercolors of the flowers in our school garden. 


One morning a gardener came and this caused a stir he being a young and 
handsome young man in his twenties. He was studying horticulture or 
agriculture or something like this à son college and was doing a practicum in 


our garden. He looked a lot like Pierre Perrier the French actor. 


That morning was sunny and hot and so at some point he decided to take off 
his shirt ... where within perhaps a minute /a mére supérieure was there to 


ask him to put his shirt back on. 


I happened to be looking out the window when he took off his shirt and he 
happened to look up at me starring down at him at the second floor window. 
I suspect I was not only girl thinking this ... but I wondered who he was and 
whether he would be a fixture in our little garden. He was there several days 
toiling with some rock work that needed repair. The garden was as old as the 


school and our school was well over a hundred years old. 


It was strange, but the first time I saw him I imagined him as the central 
sculpture in our little garden ... like Michelangelo's David. There had once 
was a little sculpture at the centre of the garden but it went missing once, a 


prank that one of the girls wanted to play on la mére supérieure of the day. 
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Le petit cerf appeared one morning on her desk within her locked office. How 
it got in the locked office and who put it there remains a mystery to this day. 
La mére supérieure had not taken it well and so the little pedestal at the centre 
of the garden stood empty. Rumor had it she had le petit cerf set as a head 
stone for a poor unfortunate school girl who had died of some mysterious 


malady. She may have been pregnant ... so the rumors were. 


Yes, it 1s difficult to learn about love and the facts of life at our school, even 


though by age fourteen we should be told this for obvious reasons. 


One afternoon my grandmere could not pick me up from school so I had to 
walk to her place all by myself. I had my own key to her apartment for 
emergencies. She wasn't expected home until after 6 and so I decided to take 


my time walked to her apartment. 


As it happened, that same afternoon the young and handsome gardener happen 
to be leaving our school at the same time and so some of my girlfriends and I 
decided to walk behind him to see where he might be heading. I think he sort 
of knew we were there following him and it appeared he did not mind. He 


actually glanced back at the three of us at one point and smiled. 


I think he recognized me and I could feel the smile touch me individually. I 
started to blush. My two friends noticed this and asked me what was 
happening. I turned to them and boldly said “... I am getting wet ... you know 


[EE 


where 
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Mon dieu the giggle carried well over to the gardener who suddenly turned 
and started to walk towards us with determination. Му two friends 


disappeared in a blink of an eye, leaving me alone to meet him face a face. 


“I recognize you," he said. “You were looking out the second floor window 


when I took my shirt off the other day." 


I nodded. 


"Are you following me?" 


I shook my head. 


“Where did you two friend go?" 


I shrug my shoulders and looked around. 


“You’re not much of a talker are you?” 


I shook my head and then spoke. “My grandmere told me never to talk to 


strangers.” 


“But I am not a stranger ...” he responded. 


I stuttered as I said “I guess not” and could feel my face become more flushed. 
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Before I knew it he had tugged my sketchbook from my bag and started to 


look at my artwork. “You like flowers ..." 


“That’s what les soeurs ask us to draw ... les fleurs ...” 


A piece of paper fell from my sketchbook. Before I could grab it back he had 


it in his hand. 


*What's this?" 


I had started to draw a sketch of a man tending a garden. He was without a 


shirt. It was obviously him. 


“Is this me? The shape of my torso is all wrong. You have drawn me in the 
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shape of a woman." He was right. I had tried drawing myself in a mirror 


from time to time but I had never tried drawing a man. 


“Do you like drawing people?” 


I nodded slowly. 


A broad smile crossed his face. “Have you ever drawn with a live model?” 


I looked down at my feet. I was too scared to look up into his eyes. “Мо...” 


“Would you like to?” 
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My heart skipped a beat. “Yes ..." 


"Tomorrow is my last day working on your garden so today is your only 


chance." My eyes shot up meeting his. His eyes gleamed with happiness, 


“Come ... my place is just around the corner." He started to walk up the street 
not looking back. Perhaps he was very sure of himself, and knew that I would 
follow him. Or perhaps he dared not look back if by chance I got cold feet 


and ran off. 


I followed him. I don't know why I did this, but I did. I looked at my watch. 


It was barely four. 

His place was an old pied-à-terre. It had simple but comfortable furniture and 
he had a cat which ran to meet him at the door when he stepped in his place. 
When I stepped into his place his cat was stand-offish with me. 

“Маке yourself comfortable. Would you like some wine?" 

“No ... l'eau minérale." He brought me a bottle and opened it for me and 
poured some into a glass and handed it to me before he took a drink directly 


out of the bottle. Then he said *you know I don't even know your name." 


“Rose ...” 
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“Sebastian ..." He offered me his hand. 


I lifted mine thinking he would merely shake my hand, but he took my hand 
in his than bowed politely and kissed the back of my hand. “...like the Saint.” 


He smiled. *Make yourself comfortable while I take a quick shower." 


Then he left me all alone. I looked down at my hand where he kissed me and 
felt a flood of happiness. Then I looked around his small world. There was 
second hand furniture and many paperback books. I stood up and walked over 


to his bookshelf. It was built into the wall and was entirely filled with books. 


I randomly read the title of one. Satre. Another ... Poincaré. A third ... 


Thomas Aquinas. His library was very intellectual. 


I walked over to his desk which stood beneath a window. The sunlight set a 
glow across the notebook open on the desk top. He was composing a love 


poem. Ahh, I thought, a romantic. 


Time must have stood still while I visited his small world for he suddenly 
reappeared wrapped in a towel around his waist. He was still wet and was 
drying his hair with a second towel. He let the towel drop from his hand then 
walked over to the corner of the entrance to this room, turned around and then 
leaned back against the wall. He kicked the other towel off himself and lifted 


his arms above his head. “Draw me like Saint Sebastian." 
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The view of him, naked before me took my breath away. My hands shook as 
I took a pencil from my bag and began to draw him. He was more beautiful 


than I had imagine. His masculinity came alive before my very eyes. 


As I drew him it was so quiet I could hear his breathing from clear across the 
room. I wondered if he could hear my heart, for it was beating wildly. I drew 
for perhaps a half hour. Then without a word I grabbed my things raced to 
the door and was out into the street without looking back. Perhaps it was 
because I was getting wet and bothered and could not trust myself to be in a 


room alone with a naked man ... 


I managed to arrive at my grandmere's apartment a mere three minutes before 
she did. I was hot and bothered. When she asked me what I had done all 
afternoon ... I told her I had a headache and had taken a nap. 


The following day there he was in the garden again and I found inside of me 
enough courage to go and speak with him. Quietly he asked me why I had 
run off? I tried to explain without really telling the truth. “I had to be 
somewhere by six." In actual fact I could not trust myself to be there with 


him. 


"Can I see you again?" I looked up into his eyes. They sparkled with 


happiness. I slowly nodded. Sebastian and I are now good friends. 
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He has let me draw him many times, sans habillement but not once did he ask 
for liberties from me. Sebastian has been a perfect gentleman. I have never 


asked him ... mais, je me demande s'il est gay. 


As for me, I now understand love and the facts of life much better, and I think 


I have even met a Saint. 
I gave my drawing of St. Sebastian to a friend who lives in Vancouver as a 
birthday gift years ago. АП I have left to remember this first encounter with 


Sebastian is it is a polaroid picture of the drawing. 


Not bad for a fourteen year old artist, don't you think? 
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Pictorial: You Have Cornered Me. Now what will you do? 


a i-e ат 
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Call for Minotaur Art 


Le Minotaur Magazine invites our readers to send in their original Minotaur 


Art, to be featured on the cover or within our Magazine. 


Send your submissions as either jpeg or as pdf and include an artist's 


statement of perhaps 200 words. 
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Recent Art by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Des Tournesols (now hanging on Ayaka's wall in Tokyo) 


35 


Trois Lumieres (now hanging on the Atelier’s wall 
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La Reien des Diamantes (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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Oiseau de Paradis (now hanging on Sophia's wall 
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Dada Un (now hanging on the Atelier wall) 
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Dada Deux (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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Femme en Bleu (now hangine on the Atelier wall 
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Le Petit Garcon (now hanging on the Atelier wall) 
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Ceci n'est pas une Pipe (now hanging on the Atelier wall 


La Minatrice (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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Le Minotaur et la Femme (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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La Vie Comme Illusion (now hanging on the Atelier wall) 
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La Mouche (now hangine on the Atelier wall 
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La Chatte Chanceuse ( now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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La Femme Catholique (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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Prose and Poetry 
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Le Bestiaire par Guillaume Apollinaire 


Orphée 
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Admirez le pouvoir insigne 
Et la noblesse de la ligne : 
Elle est la voix que la lumiere fit entendre 


Et dont parle Hermés Trismégiste en son Pimandre. 


Admire the badge of power 
And the nobility of the line: 
She is the voice that the light made heard 


And of which Hermes Trismegistus speaks in his Pimandre. 
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Du Thrace magique, 0 délire! 
Mes doigts sürs font sonner la lyre. 
Les animaux passent aux sons 


De ma tortue, de mes chansons. 


Magical Thrace, O delirium! 
My sure fingers sound the lyre. 
Animals stop to listen to the sounds 


Of my turtle lyre and of my songs. 
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Le Cheval 
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Mes durs réves formels sauront te chevaucher, 
Mon destin au char d'or sera ton beau cocher 
Qui pour rénes tiendra tendus à frénésie, 


Mes vers, les parangons de toute poésie. 


In my deepest dreams I will know how to ride you, 
My destiny in the gold chariot will be your wonderful coachman 
Who will hold your reins stretched to frenzy, 


My verses, the paragons of all poetry. 
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La Chévre du Thibet 
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Les poils de cette chévre et méme 
Ceux d'or pour qui prit tant de peine 
Jason, ne valent rien au prix 


Des cheveux dont je suis épris. 


The hair of this goat, and even 
that of gold for which Jason made such an effort, 
is worth nothing when compared to the value 


of the hair with which I am in love. 
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Tu t'acharnes sur la beauté. 
Et quelles femmes ont été 
Victimes de ta cruauté! 
Eve, Eurydice, Cléopátre; 


J'en connais encor trois ou quatre. 


You are obsessed with beauty. 
And what women have been 
Victims of your cruelty! 
Eve, Eurydice, Cleopatra; 

I still know three or four of them. 
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Le Chat 
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Je souhaite dans ma maison: 
Une femme ayant sa raison, 
Un chat passant parmi les livres, 
Des amis en toute saison 


Sans les quels je ne peux pas vivre. 


I wish in my house: 
A woman having her reason, 
A cat passing among the books, 
Friends in all seasons 


Without which I cannot live. 
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Le Lion 
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O lion, malheureuse image 
Des rois chus lamentablement, 
Tu ne sais maintenant qu'en cage 


A Hambourg, chez les Allemands. 


O lion, unhappy image 
Such a sad fallen kings, 
You now only know a cage 


In Hamburg, among the Germans. 
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Ne sois pas lascif et peureux 
Comme le liévre et l'amoureux. 
Mais que toujours ton cerveau soit 


La hase pleine qui congoit. 


Don't be lascivious and fearful 
Like the hare and the lover. 
But always let your brain be 


Free to run about. 


65 


N 


Je connais un autre connin 
Que tout vivant je voudrais prendre. 
Sa garenne est parmi le thym 


Des vallons du pays de Tendre. 


I know another damned animal 
That while alive I would like to take. 
His warren is among the thyme 


Valleys of the land of Tendre. 
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Le Dromadaire 
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Avec ses quatre dromadaires 
Don Pedro d'Alfaroubeira 
Courut le monde et l'admira. 
Il fit ce que je voudrais faire 


51 j'avais quatre dromadaires 


With his four dromedaries 
Don Pedro of Alfaroubeira 
wandered throughout the world and admired it. 
He did what I would wish to do 


if I had four dromedaries. 
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La Souris 
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Belles journées, souris du temps, 
Vous rongez peu à peu ma vie. 
Dieu! Je vais avoir vingt-huit ans, 


Et mal vécus, à mon envie. 


Beautiful days, mice of time, 
You are eating away at my life little by little. 
God! I'm going to be twenty-eight ... 
Having badly lived but to my liking. 


71 


L' Éléphant 
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Comme un éléphant son ivoire, 
J'ai en bouche un bien précieux. 
Pourpre mort!... J'achéte ma gloire 


Au prix des mots mélodieux. 


Like an elephant its ivory, 
I have a precious good in my mouth. 
Purple dead!... I buy my glory 


At the cost of melodious words. 
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Regardez cette troupe infecte 
Aux mille pattes, au cent yeux: 
Rotiféres, cirons, insectes 
Et microbes plus merveilleux 
Que les sept merveilles du monde 


Et le palais de Rosemonde! 


Look at this revolting troupe 
With a thousand legs, a hundred eyes: 
Rotifers, mites, insects 
And more wonderful microbes 
Like the seven wonders of the world 


And the Rosemonde Palace! 
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La Chenille 


Le travail méne à la richesse. 
Pauvres poétes, travaillons! 
La chenille en peinant sans cesse 


Devient le riche papillon. 


Work leads to wealth. 
Poor poets, let's work! 
The caterpillar toiling incessantly 


Become the rich butterfly. 
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La Mouche 


Nos mouches savent des chansons 
Que leur apprirent en Norvége 
Les mouches ganiques qui sont 


Les divinités de la neige. 


Our flies know songs 
What did they learn in Norway 
Ganic flies that are 


Snow deities. 
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La Puce 
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Puces, amis, amantes méme, 
Qu'ils sont cruels ceux qui nous aiment! 
Tout notre sang coule pour eux. 


Les bien-aimés sont malheureux. 


Fleas, friends, even lovers, 
How cruel are those who love us! 
АП our blood flows for them. 


Beloveds are unhappy. 
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La Sauterelle 
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Voici la fine sauterelle, 
La nourriture de saint Jean. 
Puissent mes vers étre comme elle, 


Le régal des meilleures gens. 


Here is the fragile grasshopper, 
the nourishment of Saint John. 
May my verses be like it: 


a treat for the very best people. 
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Que ton cceur soit l'appat et le ciel, la piscine! 
Car, pécheur, quel poisson d'eau douce ou bien marine 
Egale-t-il, et par la forme et la saveur, 


Ce beau poisson divin qu'est JÉSUS, Mon sauveur? 
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Le Dauphin 
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Dauphins, vous jouez dans la mer, 
Mais le flot est toujours amer. 
Parfois, ma joie éclate-t-elle? 


La vie est encore cruelle 


Dolphins, you play in the sea, 
yet the waves are still bitter. 
Does my joy ever burst out? 


Life is still cruel. 
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Le Poulpe 
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Jetant son encre vers les cieux, 
Sucant le sang de ce qu'il aime 
Et le trouvant délicieux, 


Ce monstre inhumain, c'est moi-méme 


Throwing his ink to the skies, 
sucking the blood of what he loves 
And finding it delicious, 


This inhuman monster is myself. 
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La Méduse 
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Méduses, malheureuses tétes 
Aux chevelures violettes 
Vous vous plaisez dans les tempétes, 


Et je m'y plais comme vous faites. 


Jellyfish, unfortunate heads 
With purple hair 
You delight in storms, 


And I like it ... like you do. 
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Incertitude, 6 mes délices 
Vous et moi nous nous en allons 
Comme s'en vont les écrevisses, 


A reculons, à reculons. 


Uncertainty, Oh my delicacies 
you and I, we move about 
as crayfish move about 


backwards, backwards. 
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Dans vos viviers, dans vos étangs, 
Carpes, que vous vivez longtemps! 
Est-ce que la mort vous oublie, 


Poissons de la mélancolie. 


In your moats, in your ponds, 
carp, how long you live! 
Has death forgotten you, 


fish of melancholy? 
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La femelle de l'alcyon, 
L'Amour, les volantes Sirénes, 
Savent de mortelles chansons 
Dangereuses et inhumaines. 
N'oyez pas ces oiseaux maudits, 


Mais les Anges du paradis. 


The female of the Halcyon, 
Love, the flying Sirens, 
know deadly songs 
Dangerous and inhuman. 
Don't listen to those cursed birds, 


Instead listen to the Angels of Heaven. 
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Saché-je d'où provient, 
Sirénes, votre ennui 
Quand vous vous lamentez, au large, dans la nuit? 
Mer, je suis comme toi, plein de voix machinées 


Et mes vaisseaux chantants se nomment les années. 


Do I know where it comes from, 
Sirens, your boredom 
When you lament, off, in the night? 
Sea, I'm like you, full of engineered voices 


And my singing vessels are called years. 
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La Colombe 
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Colombe, l'amour et l'esprit 
Qui engendrátes Jésus-Christ, 
Comme vous j'aime une Marie. 


Qu'avec elle je me marie. 


Dove, love and the spirit 
Who fathered Jesus Christ, 
Like you, I love a Mary. 
That I will to marry her. 
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Le Paon 


не еі 


za ғ FE 
NZ 


FENS 


102 


En faisant la roue, cet oiseau, 
Dont le pennage traine à terre, 
Apparait encore plus beau, 


Mais se découvre le derriére. 


Cartwheeling, this Peacock, 
Whose plumage drags on the ground, 
Appears even more beautiful, 


But I discover what's behind its feathers. 


103 


Le Hibou 
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Mon pauvre coeur est un hibou 
! ! A f 
Qu'on cloue, qu'on décloue, qu'on recloue. 
De sang, d'ardeur, il est à bout. 


Tous ceux qui m'aiment, je les loue. 


My poor heart is an owl 
My heart opens, it unlock, then relocks. 
Such blood, ardor, my poor heart is exhausted. 


All those who love me, I praise them. 
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Oui, j'irai dans l'ombre terreuse 
О mort certaine, ainsi soit-il! 
Latin mortel, parole affreuse, 


Ibis, oiseau des bords du Nil. 


Yes, I will go in the earthy shadow 
O certain death, so be it! 
Deadly Latin, awful speech, 
Ibis, bird of the banks of the Nile. 
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Le Boeuf 
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Ce chérubin dit la louange 
Du paradis, oü, prés des anges, 
Nous revivrons, mes chers amis, 


Quand le bon Dieu l'aura permis. 


This cherub speaks praise 
From paradise, where, near the angels, 
We will live again, my dear friends, 


When the good Lord allows it. 
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Poetry by Guillaume Apollinaire 


Le Bestiaire ou Courtége d'Orphée, Paris, 1911 


Wood Block Prints by Dufy Raoul (1877-1953) 
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Something Biblical by Isabella Montsouris 


When I saw this picture 


I remembered my polaroid 


with my two best friends ... 


But we had more courage ... 
We were not holding bags in our hands ... 


Nor had hair over our boobs ... 
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How are they hanging ... by Isabella Montsouris 


[Montreal] My friend KT is now a whole boy, with testicles and all. You 
recall that I once told you his testicles had not dropped (Half Girl, Half Boy, 
Le Minotaur, Winter 2020). 


The surgeons were able to coax his testicles out of his body and they are now 
where they should be — hanging inside his scrotum. I asked him and he let me 
watch the transformation his body has gone through and even let me take some 
pictures to share with the world. His sister tells me he has been acting weird 


since his surgery. 


Before his operation he had no marbles in his marble sack. Now he does ... 


little ones that we all hope will grow big. 
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His penis has grown at least three times larger now that his body is producing 
boy hormones. Before his operation his penis looked like a larger than usual 
clitoris that some girls have, and his empty scrotum, when folded a certain 


way, like a vagina. 


Before his successful operation the question was whether he would remain a 
boy or by surgery be transformed into a girl. His body has yet to produce hair 
anywhere like normal boys would at his age, and he is the smallest boy in his 


class at school. 


We have talked about if his testicles don't grow then he might have them 
removed and at the very least become a eunuch, for a few years, and them 
perhaps if he was not happy with that intermediate state, transform into a 


woman. 


KT and I talked about this often and one day he asked me, “if you could 
become a boy would you want to?" I will share with you my answer a bit 


later. 

This brought up the whole question of what it means to be a girl or a boy. 
Was it just the fact you have a vagina and clitoris — is that what made you a 
girl. Was it just the fact that you have a penis and a scrotum — is that what 


made you a boy? 


Or was it the fact you had ovaries if you are a girl or testicles if you are a boy? 


113 


This is what KT looked like before his operation two years ago. 


And this is what KT looks like now. 


You can clearly see the difference. 
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With his operation KT looks complete but we need to wait to see whether his 
testicles will produce sperm. We know he produces the fluids that a boy does 


when they come, but we don't yet know whether he will ever produce sperm. 


KT admits that he is trying to help matters along ... by doing things that he 
thinks ‘enhances his masculinity ...” I don't know where he got that phrase 
but it seems to be his current mantra. He said this to me several times before 


my curiosity got me to ask what this means ... 


KT admitted to me he has been masturbating often. When I asked him he 
admitted at least twice a day, once in the morning and once at night. I told 


him that I thought that was normal for boys his age. And what else ... 
He says he has also been doing conditioning exercises ... for his penis! This 
intrigued me so I asked him what these ‘conditioning exercises’ were. One 


was to hold a towel with his penis when he was erect. I couldn’t stop giggling 
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when he said this. “А whole towel!" I asked him, so he admitted *well at least 


a face cloth." 


He had also read about how some foods helped boys with their body 
development and so that explained why he asked our mother to add some 


things to her shopping list. 


He also has taken to massaging his testicles and also tickling his scrotum with 


a soft feather. 


I don't know if I should tell you this but I occasionally help KT *enhance his 
masculinity' by sometimes wearing provocative clothing when he is around 
and even once I even let him come in and sit on the corner of the bath and chat 


with me. 


And oh ... boys are the only ones that like to please themselves. Last week I 
kept my bedroom door ajar when I knew he is kicking about. I had heard him 
masturbating and afterwards I checked his phone out. I found a short clip he 


took of me on KT's cellphone. 
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Honestly, should I get mad at him or should I look the other way? Sure he 


has invaded my privacy, but I did leave my door ajar ... 


Maybe next time ... I ask you ... should I invite him in to let him watch ... 


and maybe let him ... you know ... watch as he enhanced his masculinity? 


Oh my answer to his question “would you want to be a boy?" What do you 


think? 
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In Praise of Girls by Raymond Asquith 


Attend, my Muse, and, if you can, approve 
While I proclaim the “speeding up’ of Love, 
For Love and Commerce hold a common creed, 
For scale of business varies with the speed; 
For Queen of Beauty and for Sausage King 
The customer is always on the wing — 

Then praise the nymph who regularly earns 
Small profits (if you please) but quick returns: 
Our modish Venus is a bustling minx, 

But who can spare the time to woo a Sphinx? 
When Mona Lisa posed with rustic guile, 

The stale enigma of her simple smile, 

Her leisured lovers raised a pious cheer, 
While the slow mischief crept from ear to ear. 
Poor listless Lombard, you would ne’er engage 
The busier beaux of our mercurial age, 

Whose lively mettle can as easy brook 

An epic poem as a lingering look — 

Our modern maiden smears the twig with lime 
For twice as many hearts in half the time: 
Long e’er the circle of that staid grimace 

Has wheeled your weary dimples into place 
Our little Chloe (mark the nimble fiend) 


Has raised a laugh against her bosom friend, 
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Melted a Marquis, mollified a Jew, 

Kissed every member of the Eton crew, 
Ogled a Bishop, quizzed an aged peer, 

Has danced a tango and has dropped a tear. 
Fresh from the schoolroom, pink and plump and pert, 
Bedizened, bouncing, artful and alert, 

No victim she of vapours or of moods, 
Though the sky fall, she's ‘ready with the goods’, 
Will suit each client, tickle every taste, 
Polite or gothic, libertine or chaste, 

Supply a waspish tongue, a waspish waist, 
Astarte's breast or Atalanta's leg, 

Love ready made or glamour off a peg. 

Do you prefer a thing of dew and air? 

Or is your taste Poppaea or Polair? 

The crystal casket of a maiden's dreams, 

Or the last fancy in cosmetic creams? 

The dark and tender or the fierce and bright, 
Youth's rosy blush or Passion's pearly bite? 
You hardly know perhaps; but Chloe knows 
And pours you out the necessary dose, 
Meticulously measuring to scale 

The cup of Circe or the Holy Grail: 

An actress she, at home in every role, 

Can flout or flatter, bully or cajole, 


And on occasion by a stretch of art 
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Can even speak the language of the heart, 
Can lisp and sigh and make confused replies 
With baby lips and complicated eyes, 
Indifferently apt to weep or wink, 

Primly pursue, provocatively shrink, 

Brazen or bashful, as the case require, 

Coax the faint baron, curb the bold esquire. 
Deride restraint, but deprecate desire 
Unbridled yet unloving, loose but limp, 
Voluptuary, virgin, prude and pimp. 
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Гат Wearing my Favorite Bathing Suit 


Pictorial 
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Two Poems and Two Short Stories by Aki Kurosawa 


Are You Lonely Too ... 


It is hard to be lonely 
But it is easy to be alone. 
I am alone when I sit 
At my desk at work — 


a face in a crowded place. 


I am alone sitting on a train 

Going to and from work 

Whrn I get home from work at the end 
Of my day I am lonely — 

with no one to greet me, 


no one to ask ... 


How was your day my love? 


I am lonely when I fix my dinner 
And start to think — *what about 
Tomorrow?’ Will it be another day 


like today, or will it be different? 


Sleep fills my life with the 


Imagined, and I step among 
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My dreams, who keep me company — 
well I guess not being lonely 
is just a state of mind 


even when I am alone. 


Maybe I will dream of you? 


Are you lonely too ... 


Someone I can Spend Time With 


I sometimes play a game 
And watch the eyes of the boy 


I am with ... 


I place my hand over my heart 
in the V of my blouse 


and smile ... 


Sometimes they look down 
and smirk like a hungry tiger. 


I then frown ... 
And look at my watch and say 


‘it’s time for me to 20’... I don't want 


a hungry tiger 
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If his eyes stay on mine, I stay 
awhile and let my hand drop 


into my lap ... 


Then I fuss with my dress a bit and 
watch his eyes. If he looks down, it's 


time to go. 


If his eyes are still on mine 
I reach out with my hand 


and touches his 


I know he 1s someone 
I can spend time with 


and be happy ... 
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The First Time I Felt Truly Close to a Boy 


The first time I felt truly close to a boy, emotionally and physically, was when 
I was fourteen years old. It was also the first time, when I think back, I may 


have had an orgasm. 


By fourteen I had the beginnings of my breasts and my period. I felt like an 
awkward fish swimming amongst my school classmates who all seemed to be 
preoccupied with either clothes, music or boys. I went to an all-girls school. 
Clothes didn't interest me (I was glad we wore school uniforms). My taste in 
music was classical (my mother had both my sister and I taking piano lessons 
— I still enjoy sitting and playing Chopin or Beethoven). And boys didn't 


interest me ... just yet. 


There was a high school a block away from my school and the boys there took 
it as a game to try to bed the girls at my all-girl school. The girls at my school 
took it as a game to tease, seduce and frustrate the boys. Yet there were some 


girls that let the boys have their way with them. One even got pregnant ... 


There was a battle between the genders going on that some took seriously. My 
mother told me to ignore their taunts and their grotesque behavior. My 
younger sister would take a different tact and be more popular with the boys 
then me. She knew how to ‘manhandle’ them so that they would have their 
pleasures, while she would remain mistress of her own world. She had 
masturbated her first boy when she was twelve (he was sixteen). By the time 
she was thirteen she took to letting the boys play with their toys, while she 


watched. On her wall calendar she had a secret code to keep tally of who, 
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when and how often. It took me a few months to figure her code out (my 
parents never did). But never once did she let them get their way with her. 
My little sister kept her legs crossed. Her manhandling and voyeurism, and 
her thrill seeking life style, became very much part of her personality, which 


she still expresses to this day. 


Both my sister and I managed to get through high school without steady boy- 
friends. We also both managed to get through our teenage years without being 


deflowered. At least I did. I never asked my sister. 


There was one weekend when my younger sister went to a ‘birthday party’ 
and did not come home that night. She said she had stayed with one of her 
girl-friends but never admitted to my mother which one. I knew not to ask. I 
knew my sister very well. If she wanted to tell you something she would, but 


if she didn't want to there was no use trying to find out. 


She did not tell me about that weekend *birthday party', but there was a man 
that chased after her for a few weeks. She was thirteen at the time ... and he 


was in his twenties. 


If two plus two is equal to four, what does three plus three equal to? 


I imagined that for those few weeks she ‘manhandled him’ or played the 
voyeur ... then told him to ‘go back to his wife.’ I saw him only twice, once 
from afar when my sister asked me to chaperone her on the day she met up 


with him in a public park to tell him ‘it was over’ between the two of them, 
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and a second time on television when the police announced he had been 
caught trying to entice a fourteen year old over the net. They said he was a 
notorious seducer going back to when he was a high-school boy. Supposedly 
he had deflowered over a hundred girls starting when he was fifteen. The 
youngest girl was ... if I told you, you will have nightmares. He is still in 


jail. 


There was an inelegance to being a fourteen year old girl. I was no longer just 
a girl, but I was also not yet a woman either. I was scared. I was frightened 
because of what I saw happening to me. I became mindful of the hungry eyes 
of the boys that walked the same streets as I did. I took to staying home. I 
took to only going out with my family or with a few of my girls friends from 
school. I never walked home from school alone. When not wearing my 
school uniform I did not dress in fancy ways but tried to stay plain and girlish 
in my outfits to the point that some people thought my younger sister was 
older than I was. I let my younger sister say yes whenever she pleased because 


that brought her pleasure in people thinking this. 


Yet I also felt urges I had not felt as a girl. Yes, I was curious about sex when 
I was younger, perhaps because it was an adult thing, and I wanted to learn 
the secrets of ‘being an adult.’ I am not embarrassed to admit that by the time 
I was fourteen I took to pleasing myself, sometimes three or four times a week. 
If you ask any honest girl that age they would tell you they too enjoyed 


masturbation. 
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When I was a young girl my father would sometimes take me to the Onsen 
and let me sit in the hot spring with him. I had seen what he looked like and 
tried to figure out how babies were made (he always seemed to be just hanging 


there, soft and small). 


Once when the Onsen was crowded I had to sit in my father's lap. I did not 
expect this but I could feel his penis beneath my bottom. I could feel his 
warmth. And I could feel him grow in size. As this happened I did not know 
whether to hop off his lap or to press myself closer to him, so I just sat there. 
I looked up at my father and smiled nervously. He looked down at me and 
asked whether I wanted to go. I said no, leaned back and wrapped my arms 
around his neck. I could feel him stir beneath me as I hugged him. The 
sensation I felt at that instant left me both excited and uneasy. If I wanted to 


I could have been deflowered then and there. 


My father was talking with one of the older men in the Onsen. He was 


preoccupied. 


There was a self-conscious moment as I thought through what I would do 


next. 
I pulled my legs apart a little but did not look down. I could feel him caress 


the inside of my thighs. I drew my legs together and trapped him. Then I 


closed my eyes and tried to imagine what it was I had caught. 
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Since I was a young girl sitting with the men in the Onsen out of modesty they 
had covered their penises with small white clothes. Whenever someone 
moved or got into or out of the Onsen a small wave would lift me off my 
father's lap, as if I was only tethered to him by his rope between my legs. And 
every time a little wave moved me about I felt a soft warmth between my legs. 
I looked down and could just see a bit of pinkness but the water was too 


disturbed for me to see clearly. 


I was sad when it was time to leave. He carried me so that I could not look 
down and kept his back turned to me when we dressed. I would have loved 


to see my father in his full grandeur. 


As we drove home that day from the Onsen I made a momentous mistake. I 
asked my father how babies are made. He turned to me and hard-heartedly 
said “Т don't know ... go ask your mother!" That was the last time my father 
took me to the Onsen with him. It was a monumental mistake for he knew I 
was now took old for me to share a bath or shower with him. I had bitten the 


apple in the Garden of Eden ... I had become conscious of my sex. 


Many years later I would read in a psychology textbook about the different 
fancies girls have for their fathers. There are at least a half-dozen! One of 


them is enjoying a bath or shower with their father. 


When I was fourteen my neighbour gave birth to a baby boy. He was 
adorable. I enjoyed playing with him. I was of an age when the whole baby 


thing was a curiosity to me. How in the world can such a large baby go from 
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inside a woman's body to the outside? I asked my mother and she sort of 
explained. It sounded dreadfully painful. I could barely put two fingers inside 
of me when I pleased myself. Then there is breast feeding and all this other 


stuff. 


I suspect my mother talked with my neighbour, for one Tuesday after school 
my neighbour invited me over and spent the afternoon letting me help her look 
after her son. I sat with her as she nursed her son. She showed me how to 
bottle feed him. She taught me how to bath him and change his diapers. Then 
she asked me to look over him as he slept so that she could go for a walk 
around the block (she left me her cell number if there was an emergency — but 
she was only gone for fifteen minutes). Everything was fine when she 


returned. 


Then she asked if I might baby sit him on Saturday. “I have asked your mother 
and she says its fine. She will be next door if you need help." My heart 
skipped a beat! I said I would love to! 


They would be gone four hours to join some of her husband's business 
partners for a formal dinner. It would be the first time she would be apart 


from her baby. 
There was а bit of anxiety in her and in me as well. “I will call you in a few 


hours to see how you are doing. Call me if there is an emergency." ThenI 


was alone with the little boy. 
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I felt a maternal emotion and just sat there watching him sleep in his crib. He 
was amazing. His little ears, and nose, and fingers and toes. Then he awoke 
and started to cry and I wondered why. When I picked him up I knew why. 
He had wet himself. 


I had to undress him and while I had changed his diaper once before, the first 
time I had barely registered the fact he was a boy. When I had changed him 
the first time he hung like a little elephant with a wrinkly trunk. This time he 
was quite erect. I used some of the wipes to clean and dry him but that made 
him more aroused. The tip of him was showing through his foreskin. So, silly 
me, I took a wipe and tried to dry this too, which made him jiggle, giggle and 


squirm, and even more erect! 


I could not put a diaper on him in this state. But I also could not just let him 


lay in this state either. He would catch cold. So I decided to give him a bath. 


When I got to the bathroom something maternal inside me said “you should 
hold him in the bath" and so I poured a bath and took off my things and 
stepped into the bath holding on to him. I could feel his little penis pressed 
against my right breast as we stepped into the bath. 


Ilay back and laid him across my legs. He looked up at me with a quizzical 
expression and started to giggle. I cupped my hands and took some water and 
poured it across his legs. He kicked but I knew that it was an involuntary 
response for he only kicked once. I poured some water across his sex. I had 


hoped a bath would calm him, but he was still very aroused. I wondered if 
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boys are wired from birth to be aroused. I poured some water across his chest. 


He smiled at me his eyes looking directly into mine. 


I lifted him off my legs and held him in front of me. I opened my legs and set 
his feet onto the bottom of the bath. I noticed some blood in the bath and 
wondered whether he had hurt himself. Then I remembered it was my time 
of the month. Should we continue to share our bath, I thought, or should we 


just get out and dry him. 


He jiggled and giggled. He was enjoying his bath. Then as I held him by his 
hands he tried to take a step. He was still too young to walk but the walking 
impulse was in him. His feet began to move and I could feel his toes brush 


against the inside of my thighs and my sex. 


When his toes brushed against my sex he looked down at me and then at his 
own penis as if to wonder why we were so different. His toe touched my sex 
again and I shuddered. Surely he is too young to seek the difference between 
boys and girls! He became anxious and wanted to be hugged and so I hugged 
him. His toes pressed against my sex and his penis against my right breast 
and at that moment I shuddered again. I could feel my body flush. It was the 
first ime, when I think back, I may have had an orgasm. It happened while I 


hugged this baby boy in the bath. I felt so warm inside ... 


Then the phone started to ring and I had to quickly get the two of us out of the 
bath and wrapped together in a bath towel as I dashed to answer the phone. 


Then I unwrapped us and set the towel down on the chair. It was his mother 
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phoning to ask how things are. I told her he had woken up and wet his diaper 


and I was giving him a bath, and that I was about to put him back in his crib. 
He squirmed in my arms. We were now both naked but warm from our bath. 
His penis was pressed against my right breast as I sat and spoke to his mother 
on the phone. I looked won at him and shuddered again. I paused, swallowed 
and tried hard to keep my voice from expressing my emotions. 

"Are you ok?" 

I paused before I answered. “Yes, I am holding him. Your son is so beautiful.” 


“Не is, isn't he! I am very lucky.” 


I was looking into his eyes as his mother said this. They sparkled with 


happiness. 


“Maybe you should feed him before you lay him back down to sleep." 


I said that I would try to feed him but he seemed a bit tired. I said this to set 


her mind at rest. In actual fact he seemed fully awake. 


“We may be home a bit later. Maybe an hour. I will call you to tell you when 


we are on our way home." 
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Then we were alone once again. I did not wrap us back into our towel but set 
him on my hip. I could feel his sex against my hip. I carried him in my arms 
to the kitchen and took a bottle out of the fridge and put it into the bottle 
warmed and pressed the start button. Then I sat him back in my lap waiting 


for his bottle. 


He was so beautiful to behold. He looked up at me smiled and giggled. This 
was the first time I felt truly close to a boy, emotionally and physically. I felt 
aroused and maternal at the same time. I wondered if this is how mothers feel 
when they hold their baby boys? Many years later I would read in a 
psychology textbook about the different fancies mothers have for their baby 


boys. Here too there are at least a half-dozen! 


I looked at him and wondered what he would be like when he was my age. I 


wondered if he would be tame or taunting. 


The bottle was ready and so I took it and tried to feed him. He fussed and 
fussed and so a thought came to mind. I squeezed a few drops of the bottled 
milk on my breast and then brought him up to suckle. He took to my nipple 
and suckled. Every few seconds when he stopped for a breath I place some 


more on my breast. 
The sensation of his suckling was enough to make me swoon! I could feel my 


arousal between my legs and the wetness of me grow moment by moment as 


he tickled my nipple as he suckled. Even today when a man tickles my nipple 
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with his lips it brings me to orgasm (but I have not let all my boy friends 


discover this fact, only the ones I truly felt close to). 


I could tell that he was slowly growing tired. He stopped suckling. I cleaned 
his face and lifted him ever so carefully and noticed that he was once again a 


wrinkled elephant. 


He was asleep when I put his diaper on and put him into a clean night shirt 


and set him into his crib. 


I decided to pour myself a new bath and sit in the bath tub. I am not 
embarrassed to say (and most women would understand) that there are certain 
pleasures a girl can find with a hand spray in a bath tub. I was already aroused 


to the point that it took only a soft spray to bring me once again to ecstasy.. 


I dried myself, put my clothes back on. I folded to towel and put it into my 
bag. I would wash it and return it to my neighbor (with whatever explanation 
that might seem plausible). I then sat in the chair in his room watching him 
sleep and listening to his breathing. There was a night light and so I could 


make out the happiness on his face. 
Then the phone rang again and it was his mother saying they were on their 


way back. When I put the phone down I went back to stand at his crib. I 


swear as I looked won at him I could feel his tiny feet caressing my sex. 
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When he was four or five his mother started to take him to the Onsen. One 


weekend she invited me to come with the two of them to the Onsen. 


That afternoon I did not know but my neighbor took several pictures of me 
with her pocket camera when I had my back turned to her. Why I don't know 
... She showed me the pictures just a few weeks ago. I asked her why she 


took the pictures and she said it was because I was so very beautiful. 


That afternoon when we got into the Onsen the little boy didn't want to sit on 
his mother's lap. He wanted to sit in my lap. I had a towel covering my 


breasts and sex so I let him. 


He kept on reaching down and putting his hands around the outside of my 
thighs. Since he, his mother and I were the only people in the Onsen I let him 


have a bit of leeway in his behavior. 


His mother had her back to the two of us for a minute or so. This let him 
move his hands around the outside of my thighs until his fingers were 
caressing the inside of my thighs. Then he moved his hands closer to my sex. 
He was about to do an indiscretion when his mother slowly started to turn 


back towards us. 


Like a little angel he now sat with his hands crossed across his lap. 
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I decided to have a bit of fun so I opened my legs a little bit and he put his feet 
between my legs. It was an invitation of sorts to him. I was curious to see if 


he remembered the time when we had taken a bath together. 


I started to flush in anticipation as he slowly turned to face me in my lap. His 
toes were pressed up against my sex which was under the towel. I could feel 


his toes move about. 


He kept a white cloth over his penis when we were in the Onsen. I could tell 


he was no longer a wrinkled little elephant. 
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He looked up into my eyes. It was the same happiness that his eyes had when 
we last shared a bath together when he was nine months old. I gave him a big 


hug as he pressed his toes with even more ardor into my sex. 


Then the towel fell and he could see my breasts, the breasts that I had once 


suckled him with. 


His eyes did not leave mine. This brought me indescribable pleasure ... 


Recently my neighbor invited me to come with her to the Onsen. I thought it 
would be nice to catch up on news with her because I have known her half my 
life and because I don't see her that often. That afternoon there was no one 


else about except the two of us in the Onsen. 


We talked a little about her son. She was so proud of him. He was a straight 
A student at school. He did his chores around the house. He was polite and 


kind to people. I smiled hearing this. 


She then paused and bowed her head and told me how guilty she felt of taking 
pictures of me at the Onsen without asking. She then handed me her camera 
and asked me to take a picture of her. I waited until she was about to step into 
the hot spring. Her face is turned away and so she could be any of a million 


Japanese women. 
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I only took one picture, then handed back her camera. She is lovely isn't she! 
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When I was Much Younger 


When you are young you do foolish things. Hopefully these things don't 
cause hurt and harm to your or to your friends and your family. Later in life 
you may come to regret the foolish things you've done. I have done a few 


things I now regret. 


One of the foolish things I did was in high school when I let a girl friend of 
mine to draw me. She was taking an art course at school and wanted to do 
figure drawing. I thought nothing about helping her out because she was my 


friend. 


The first time she asked me I agreed to sit before her fully clothed. I was 
wearing a bright yellow dress. She drew me and then took a picture “for 


reference purposes." I did not think anything about her taking my picture. 


The next time I sat for my girlfriend I was in a bathing suit, a rather modest 
one piece that I wore when I went to the pool or to the beach. It was a dull 


blue. 


She drew several sketches of me but seemed to be unhappy. “I can't see your 
figure,” she said. I was a late bloomer and so there was not much of a figure 
of me for her to see. I stood before her quite self-conscious of myself, most 
particularly that I did not have big breasts. She took another picture “for 


reference purposes." 
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The third time I came to sit for my girlfriend I had come with my dull blue 
bathing suit. *No, that will not do," she said. Instead she gave me a two piece 
bathing suit to wear. It was a rather immodest swim suit. The top was mere 
triangles and the bottom even less of one. But I had promised her I would sit 
and so I put the flimsy thing on. This time she asked me to recline on her 


large bed. I did. 


She started to sketch me. She did a few one minute sketches, and I started to 
feel warm inside of me. Then we went on to two minute sketches. I got more 
bold with my reclining pose. Instead of keeping my legs together I opened 
them a bit. 


She started to sketch with more enthusiasm. When we got to five minute 
sketches I don't know what came over me but I just leaned forward and 
removed the top of the bathing suit. She smiled and stopped her sketch. 
“You're very pretty,” she said. I sort of knew what she was hoping but I was 
not ready to take off my bottom. She continued sketching while we talked 


about this and that. She was obviously trying to relax me and set me at ease. 


Time seemed to slow to a standstill. It was perhaps because she had slowed 
her sketching down to a crawl. She was taking her time putting lines to paper, 


as if she was thinking of something else other than her drawing. 


She suddenly stopped and looked at me. “Will you ..." she pointed at the 
bottoms with her pencil. There was a few seconds of awkward silence as I 


hesitated. I did. 
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She spent the next twenty minutes drawing me in several immodest poses. 
Then I started to get cold and told her so. Let's stop," I said. She grabbed 
her camera. “Let me take a picture of you for reference purposes." I just had 
enough time to bring my legs together and cover my face, then snap! It's the 


picture I regret. 


That was the last time I posed for my girlfriend. 
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A Long Hot Summer Evening by Patrick Bruskiewich 


It was a long hot summer evening. That evening I should have known better 
than to put myself into such a vulnerable position. But until that evening 
nothing like this had ever happened to me. I didn't think that such a terrible 


thing could ever happen to me. After all, I am a man. 


But men do sometimes get violated by women ... and well ... being sexually 
accosted by a women does leave its own unique scars. Those scars are 
different than what a woman might feel after being violated by a man. The 


scars are just as real and they may never go away. 


But like I said I should have known better. 


For a few years I had been a model for some artists around Vancouver. 
Usually I would sit for them for a few hours in-studio as they drew, painted 
or sculpted figurative art. The first time I did this was when I was asked to sit 
by a woman friend when I was at university. I had tagged along with her one 
day at lunch time thinking we would both be doing some life drawing at a 
drop in studio on campus but when the model failed to show up she out and 
out volunteered me to sit for her artist friends and I could very well not say 
no! But that day, having been ‘volunteered’ I said I did not want to sit alone 
so both she and I sat that fist afternoon. This whole first experience was a 
very pleasant one. In fact it was an amazing experience that flooded my body 
in endorphins. I guess I should tell you that when I was in my twenties I did 


a number on my neck and spine and have lived for many years in chronic pain. 
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Anything that will lessen my chronic pain I much appreciate. This is one of 
the reasons why even today, many years later, I enjoy sitting as an artist 
model; that and the fact that I am an artist in my own right and feel an 


obligation to help other artists out. 


It seems there few good male artist models and that women artists enjoy 
exploring the dichotomy of the human condition. Understand one thing right 
off the bat. I am heterosexual and truly enjoy the company of women. Not 


all women mind you; just kind hearted women. 


When I sat sometimes the artist and I would be all alone and sometimes there 
would be a room full of artists. One spring an artist friend of mine, a sculptor, 
asked me to sit for a birthday party, which I did one Saturday evening in her 
studio as one of her friend was turning thirty. They did a lovely sculpture of 
me in the style of Michelangelo's David. The loin cloth stayed on for much 
of the three hours, only coming off for the last half hour when we were all a 
bit tipsy on wine and when they needed to complete the sculpture. It wasn't 


as if they had not seen David in his splendor before ... 


Sitting as an artist model at a special event like a birthday party seemed more 
enjoyable than sitting for just art. It was another occasion when my body was 
flooded with endorphins. Being an artist model at a special event like a 
birthday party was more enjoyable because at a special event you become a 
sort of living sculpture and a bit of a *plaything' for the person the event is 


for. 
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There are, of course, limits to the amount of artistic playing. I drew the line 
at touching or anything overtly sexual. Teasing was fine but touching was not 
permitted; that and any sexual favors that might be asked. Being Catholic and 
all I knew the difference between love and lust. I did not mind being loved 
for being a beautiful artist model, but I did mind any grabbing or lusting. My 
first evening as a birthday gift left me with such a heartfelt feeling that I wrote 


a lovely story about this a few years ago which has been published. 


A few weeks later one of the friends of one of the women from that birthday 
bash invited me to sit in for a bachelorette party she was having for one of her 
friends and well ... I agreed, with the proviso that I would, once again, wear 
aloin cloth. In hind sight I should have done a bit of checking before I arrived 
in a strange place to be surrounded by strangers. But everything turned out 
fine this time out. The women enjoyed the evening, as I did too. Once I felt 
comfortable I did let the bride to be tug at the ribbon and well ... David was 
once again in his full glory. But it was only for a few brief seconds of giggling 


and flirting. There were no favors of any kind. 


Well, one of the women from this evening told a friend who told her friend 
who well ... two months later I received a request to sit for a bachelorette 
party on Fraser Street in Vancouver for a gathering of Indo-Canadian women 
who were celebrating an upcoming arranged marriage. I had never been to an 
Indo-Canadian gathering before and so against perhaps my better judgment I 
agreed to sit as an artist model, once again with the proviso that I would wear 


a loin cloth. 
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The first thing I should have realized is that I would not be able to understand 
what is being said. That was not a safe place to walk into ... not knowing 


what is being said! 


The second mistake was I did not know anyone in the room. There was no 
one there who was chaperoning me! I had had a chaperone at each of the 


previous gatherings. 


That evening I was well out of my element. Not only was I the only man to 
be seen at the gathering, I was also the only Caucasian at the gathering. The 
house was large and luxurious and the groom's mother was hosting the get- 
together. She was an intimidating personality. I realized that the moment she 
opened the door for me. Unfortunately I arrived a bit late because of bus 
problems and she was in a bit of a mood. That I could tell by the smell of 
alcohol on her breath. She was dressed in an expensive looking sarong and 
wore a great deal of gold jewelry. She was twice my mass even though she 
was a head shorter than me. And from the beginning she treated me as the 


hired help. 


She led me to a large bathroom to change and told me to be quick with it. I 
took off my street clothes gathered up my things in my over the shoulder bag 
and tucked myself into my loin cloth. Then I looked at myself in the brightly 


lit mirror and stopped to ponder ... *what am I doing here?' 


The moment I stepped from the bathroom the host man handled me into the 


large living room where obviously no one apart from the groom's mother 
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knew who was the dessert for the evening. I set my bag down next to the 
entrance to the living room and stepped into the expansive and brightly lit 


room, wrapping the drapery close to my body. 


Their gathering had just finished an extravagant meal and the last of the dishes 
were being picked up by a gaggle of young women who were obviously there 
as hired help. I drew stares from everyone in the room even the young women 
who were picking up the dishes and were trying to not be distracted by the all 


but naked man being set before the gathering. 


I don't know what the women that had invited me had told the get-together to 
expect but as I entered the living room with drapery over my shoulders and 
my loin cloth, I could tell most of the women were surprised, no one more so 
than the young bride. It must have been an arranged marriage and well ... I 


doubt she was more than fifteen years old. 


I stood at the center of the room and looked around. I had been asked to sit 
as an artist model, but as I looked around the room there was not a pencil or 
sketch pad to be seen. I looked across the room at the women who I suspected 
had been the one to ask me to sit and she quickly turned away, avoiding my 


glance. I was now worried. Once again I thought ‘what am I doing here?’ 
The room was divided down the middle, with the groom's family to the right 


and the bride's family to the left. Sitting next to the young bride was perhaps 


her mother, who was glaring at the groom's mother. She said something in 
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Indian. It had a sharp edge to it. The bride turned her head and gasped mouth 


open at her mother. 


The groom's mother got up and put her hands on her hips and said something 
in return. I wanted to step out of the room but the groom's mother gave me 


the evil eye and told me to stay put. 


“I am here as an artist model and nothing else ...” I said this loudly. The bride 
looked up at me and that sort of told me she understood English. I smiled at 
her and she barely smiled back at me. I wondered if we both felt pretty much 


the same at this moment. 


Her fleeting smile was caught by the groom's mother who gave her an evil 
eye. The groom's mother tugged me by the arm and led me closer to the bride. 
"Stand here!” She turned me to face the young bride. “We will get some 


paper and pencils." 


The groom's mother sat herself down in the most comfortable chair in the 
room and then said something in Indian. In an instant pencils and small 
notebooks, the kind that children use in elementary school, appeared and were 
being distributed among the guests. The bride and her entourage did not pick 
up the pencils and small notebooks offered them, while the groom's entourage 


did. 


This only frustrated the groom's mother further. She took a long swig on a 


glass of wine she had on the table beside her. Then she stood up, said 
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something in Indian and yanked the drapery off my shoulder. She scowled at 
the young bride who reluctantly picked up the pencil and her notebook. The 
rest of the bride's party followed suit. 


The bride started to draw. She drew only my face and did so quite expertly. 
You could tell she was an artist at heart. Her mother drew a bit more of me, 
while as I glanced around the room most were producing their own versions 


of stickmen. 


There was silence and peace for perhaps ten minutes. When the bride had 
finished drawing my portrait she set down her pencil and notebook, and her 


party followed her lead. 


The groom's mother said something in Indian, which I did not understand, but 
the manner in which she said it sent a chill down my spine. I had my back to 
her and did not expect her to throw me down to the pillows beneath my feet. 
Before I knew it she was on top of me, with her fat backside in my face. I 
could feel the loin cloth being torn off of me and her callous hand grabbing 
me. I was trapped under her mass and pinned between her legs. Out of the 
corner of my eye I could see the bride staring in horror at the scene 


transgressing in front of her. 
So that's how it was going to be! I thought. I struggled and begged her to stop 


and to get off of me. The bride was transfixed and did not move. Her mother 


tried to shield her eyes and was screaming something in Indian. This did not 
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stop the groom's mother but instead pushed her to a frenzy. I knew it was 


futile to fight the beast and so I let my body go limp. 


I then decided that I will hold myself back as best as I can and then pop like a 
champagne bottle. Men can do this if they want to. Itis a battle between mind 


over matter. It was a battle of nurture over nature. 


And so the beast manhandled me and I let the pressure build within me. Out 
of the corner of my eye I could see the bride staring at me. I winked at her 
just as my champagne popped all over the groom's mother. It went all over 
her expensive dress and across her face and ... well ... probably even into her 


open mouth as well. 


The effect was electric. She threw the best on me down in disgust, lifted her 
mass off of me and started to kick my left hip and leg. She wore slippers and 
so the harder she kicked the more she hurt her toes, but she kicked and kicked 


and swore and swore in Indian as I scrambled to escape from her madness. 


The bride and her entourage were right behind me as we scrambled out the 
door. I had just enough time to grab my shoulder bag but my shoes were left 
behind. And there I stood naked at the sidewalk in the street surrounded by 


the bride and her entourage. 


What an outrage the bride's mother shouted. The bride was quiet. She was 
watching me as I stood before her with my hands over the best of me and my 


shoulder bag at my feet. 
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She took pity on me and took her shawl off her shoulders and wrapped it 


around me my torso. And then in perfect English she said "I am so sorry ..." 


“Your English is perfect,” I said. 


“Yes, I have been educated in English schools. I am studying medicine at 


Cambridge University in the UK." 


In my eyes she no longer looked so petite and vulnerable. 


My two shoes flew through the air and nearly hit us. Then the bride's mother 


shouted back something in Hindi and turned away with a huff. 

“What did she say?" 

With a big smile the bride responded, again in perfect English. “Му mother 
said the wedding is off." She turned to her mother and said something in Hindi 


and her mother handed her some keys. 


“Неге let me drive you home.” I followed her knowing I was in good hands. 


We have been long distant friends ever since. 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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The Sex Life of a Queen Bee by Rose Lang 


Were life for me ... 

like that of a Queen Bee 

at the centre of a hive 

surrounded by consorts who live 
to please me, and nothing more ... 
and male concubines, bored 

most times except when I let 
them come close 

and let loose. 

In a frenzy of 


Sex... Sex ... SEX... 


My consorts I have 

long ago made sterile, 

yet they do try 

in the own frenzy 

to let loose, 

but nothing comes from them 
but the buzz, buzz, buzz 


of xes ... xes ... xes .. 


My concubines I tease 
because I want them to please 


me. All I want from them 
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is they dance with me when 
I am ready to mate, that they rasp 


and ravage me, so we can make 


billions of baby bees ... 


Were life for me ... 


like that of a Queen Bee 


My life would be so 


much simpler ... 


I could let my consorts 
хез... хез... хез... 
as much as they please 


and not worry. 


Then set out in search 
of a male concubine 
when I am ready to 
make a baby bee ... 


a baby me. 
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Pictorial: So Which Outfit do you Prefer? 
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When That Day Comes ... Beware! by William Webster 


Real men don't cry 
They just try to get by 
Through things ... but I 
Unfortunately let 


People upset me .. 
Almost always. 
It is hard for me to see 


A way out of this play. 


Perhaps I am not 

A real man but a boy 
Perhaps I am caught 
And I am just a toy. 


To be played with. 
It's because I care 
About the truth 


And cannot bare 


Looking the other way 
When something bad goes on 
Perhaps there will be a day 


When my conscience will be gone 
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And nothing will bother me 
Anymore — I will not care 
And look the other way. 


When that day comes ... beware! 
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Funebrulicular Corner by Wieland Herzfelde (1916) 


I wish I wanted 

There's my aunt sitting 

Since Ephraim swallowed the piggy bank 
Wander - ayayay - 

Out there and do not pay taxes. 

Wirt bathed in sweat massages his ass 
With application! 

Safte vita rati route sqa momofantieja, 
What are you crying, old woman? 
Oelisante is dead! Oelisante is dead! 
Cielosantodiosmocrucifixiosrrachoschockmiseriaextrema! 


I still owed fifteen and fifty cents. 


After the Cabaret Voltaire by Emmy Hennings 


I'm going home early in the morning. 

The clock strikes five, it is already day, 

But the light is still on at the hotel. 

The cabaret has finally closed. 

In a corner children curl up, 

The workers are already going to the market 
The church goes silent and old. 


From the tower ring the bells, 
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And a whore with wild curls 
It still wanders there, out of date and freezing. 
Love me purely for all my sins. 


Look, I've been up more than one night. 


Oh! by Georges Ribemont-Dessaignes 


He put his hat on the ground and filled it with dirt. 

And he sowed a tear with his finger. 

A great geranium came up, so big. 

Inside the foliage matured an indefinite number of pumpkins 
He opened a mouth full of gold-crowned teeth and said, 

I Greek! 

He shook the branches of Babylon's willow that refreshed the air. 
And his pregnant wife, through the skin of her belly, 

He showed the child a crescent moon born dead 

He put on his head the hat imported from Germany. 

The woman aborted Mozart, 

While passing in an armored car 

A harpist, 

And in the middle of the sky, pigeons, 


Mexican doves ate canarides. 
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Pictorial: Do You Like My Curls? 
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Prolonged Lips by Francis Picabia 


On the mouth of hashish 
On the neck of the bed 
Cut to the buttonhole 
Double whispered effect 
I have seen 

The onion soup 

Burst like a gong 


Great discount 


To Ana Flor by Kurt Schwitters 


Oh, you, beloved of my 27 senses, I love you! 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 

This, by the way, is not the place. 

Who are you, countless slut, are you, are you? 

People say you would be. 

Let them talk, they do not know how the bell tower stands. 
You wear your hat on your feet and walk on your hands, 
On the hands you walk. 

Hello, Your red dresses, sawn in white folds, 

Red I love you Ana Flor, red I love you. 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - - us? 


Its place is, by the way, on the cold embers. 
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Ana Flor, red Ana Flor, what do people say? 


COMPETITION: 


1.) Ana Flor has a bird. 
2.) Ana Flor is red. 
3.) What color is the bird. 


Red is the color of your yellow hair, 

Red is the color of your green bird. 

You, simple girl in everyday clothes, 

You, dear green animal, I love you! 

You, from you, you, I, you, you, me - - us? 
His place, by the way, is - - - in the brazier. 
Ana Flor, Ana, А - - - N - - -A! 

I open your name drop by drop. 

Your name drips like soft tallow. 

You know, Ana, you know already, 

Which can also be read from behind? 

And you, you, the most wonderful of all, 


You are behind as before: 


Read Shakespeare by Walter Serner 


Read Shakespeare 


Boy was I a real idiot! 
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But read Francis Picabia 


Leads to Ribemont-Dessaignes 


Read Tristan Tzara! 


And you will not read any more. 


Easements by Philippe Soupault 


It was night yesterday 

But the light ads sing 

Trees are stretched 

The wax statue of the hairdresser smiles at me 
Forbidden to spit 

No smoking 

Sunshine in your hands you told me 
There are fourteen 

I invented unknown streets 

New continents bloom 

The newspapers will be leaving tomorrow 
Beware of paint 


Ill walk naked with my cane in my hand. 


Plain by Richard Hüelsenbeck 


Cinnabar timbal pork bladder raw raw raw 
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Theosophia pneumatica 

The great spiritual art = poéme bruitiste interpreted 

For the first time by Richard Hüelsenbeck DaDa 

O o birribán birribán the ox turns without stopping or 

Drilling work for pieces of light mortar mines 7.6 cm. Chauceur 
Percentage soda calc. 98/100% 

Dog sample damo birridamo holla di funghi quella di mango damai da 
Give it to me, damo 

Виз pffi commencer Abrr Kpppi commence principle principle 
I have faith in the house asked 

work 

work 

Вга bra bra bra bra bra bra bra bra 


Sokobauno sokobauno. 
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Pictorials 
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Spaced Out ...by Andres de Dienes 
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That Feels So Good ...by Andres de Dienes 
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Manga 
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An Afternoon of Fun ... 
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The Surréal 
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Diary Amateur Photographer by Annebella Pollen & Juliet Baillie 


I recently picked up a copy of the book Diary of an Amateur Photographer 
(1998) by Graham Rawle. A fun and somewhat eccentric whodunnit about an 
aspiring glamour photographer. It's a visual treat as the author is known for 
his use of montage. The book is presented as the protagonist's diary - 
scrapbook. There is a terrific and innovative interplay between text and image, 
which appeals to my design sensibilities. I was going to review the book, but 
then I thought it might be nice to hear what Graham has to say about it. Below 
is the text of a presentation Graham gave at a small conference, which he has 
graciously allowed me to republish. Even though the book is out of print, 


copies do occasionally appear online for sale. 


KKK 


Photographic ‘artistry’ in 1950s men's magazines. 


In 1998 I wrote Diary of an Amateur Photographer. Its protagonist, Michael 
Whittingham, an aspiring amateur photographer, buys an old second-hand 
camera and finds there is an undeveloped film still inside, with one frame 
exposed. Curious to know what is on it, he has the film developed and 
discovers a picture that he believes is a clue to a murder that took place in 
1959. He takes it upon himself to investigate further and finds himself 
immersed in the seedy world of 1950s glamour photography. 
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a/ Amateur 


PHOTOGRAPHER 


Laws on pornography in the 1950s ruled that published material appealing to 
prurient interest in sex that did not have serious artistic value could be banned 
as obscene. In an attempt to circumvent these rules, certain men’s magazines 
began to take their lead from the high art that seemed to elude the ban, dubbing 
themselves as guides for the amateur art photographer and adopting titles 
like Line and Form and Studio Studies to suggest artistic integrity rather than 


salacious titillation. 
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The new publications ‘explored the curves of the female form to demonstrate 
the artistry of lighting’. Their ‘nude studies’ were now captioned with 
technical data — f11 at 125th of a second — to substantiate their serious intent. 


As the loophole in the law stretched, censors were forced to ask, ‘Is it Art?’ 


My research into 1950s amateur photography extended only as far as its 
usefulness in informing my central character and the story I wanted to tell. 
Even then, my interest was not so much in the difference between art and 
pornography, but in the fascinating grey area that existed between them — a 
place where my character Michael Whittingham might find self-justification 


for his questionably furtive thoughts and actions. 


As part of his enquiry, Michael decides to step into the shoes of the original 
perpetrator of the crime and specialize in ‘Artistic Photographic Figure 


Studies’ — as he prefers to call them. 


Reluctant to be associated with anything sleazy or inappropriate, he finds 
reassurance in any treatise supporting the artistic virtue of nude figure work. 
Interestingly, the most emphatic arguments defending the aesthetic portrayal 
of the nude in fine art photography came not from fine art photographers, but 
from pornographers purporting to be fine art photographers. And, perhaps 
understandably, Michael can’t quite tell the difference. Yet by adopting their 
moral standpoint he can exonerate himself from any lascivious thoughts he 
might be entertaining about photographing the girl from the local cake shop 


in her underwear. 
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In the late 1950s men's magazines like Spick and Carnival that were openly 
aiming to titillate their readers found themselves constricted by the censors in 
determining just how titillating they could be. Not very. The most you could 
hope to see was a glimpse of a stocking top or a woman in her nightie. There 
was more titillation in the underwear section of the Littlewoods mail order 
catalogue. Thirsting for more, men were asking where they could get hold of 


something ‘а little more revealing’. 
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Without going under the counter to get to the real stuff, there seemed to be 


two routes open to them. The first was through publications magazines 
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like Health and Efficiency, a monthly magazine celebrating naturism and 
showing pictures taken at private camps where like-minded people gathered 
to throw off the constraints of clothing and engage in recreational activities 


*as nature intended." 


These magazines enjoyed more latitude in what they could show because they 
were about naturism, not sex. Nevertheless, perhaps to attract a wider 
audience, there was generally a beautiful female model on the front cover. 
Lured by the cover image, the hapless new customer would get the magazine 
home only to discover that the pictures inside were mainly of unglamorous 
housewives peeling potatoes and paunchy middle-aged men smoking pipes 


and playing badminton. Naturism turned out not to be very titillating either. 


The second route was through Art. Nudes had featured in paintings for 
hundreds of years. How come that was allowed? Well, because it was Art — 
proper Art — and there were discernible differences between the serious 
photographic figure studies and the frowned-on cheesecake shots found in 
magazines like Strip Lingerie and Continental Kuties. For one thing, the 
models were not wearing, or removing, their underwear; they were not 
photographed at home in front of the ironing board; and instead of a saucy 
wink to the camera, they tended to adopt ‘classical’ poses reminiscent of those 


seen in painting and sculpture. 


The latter, it seemed, was generally achieved by simply getting the model to 


put her arms above her head and telling her to look away from the camera. To 
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reinforce their fine art provenance the pictures were given generous white 


borders and artistic titles: “А Design’, *Pulchritude' or ‘Contours’. 


There must have been some formal guidelines by which the censors arrived at 
their decisions, but much of it must have been down to a judgement call: not 


so much ‘Is it Art’, but ‘Does it look like art?’ 


e A model in a tawdry domestic setting. She’s got her hands above her 
head, 
but still it doesn’t look like art (see fig. 1). 

e Lets try putting her in an outdoor setting instead. Better, 
but there’s something licentious about her look to the camera (see fig. 
2). 

e Let’s turn her head away. Nearly there, but we’re missing something 


(see fig. 3). 
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Of course, it's the arty white border (see fig. 4). 


And let's not forget the artistic title (see fig. 5). 
Add some photographic data — it doesn't matter what it says; no one 


will read it (see fig. 6) 
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Hey presto: pornography to art in six easy stages. 

The magazines worked overtime to bolster their artistic probity. 

“Line and Form is published to fill the need of artists and photographers for a 
varied selection of figure studies to supplement or take place of the live 


model." 


"Exposure explores the aesthetics of nude photography through the rich 


unfolding grace and intimate curves of the female figure in light and shadow." 


In spite of their new titles and principled statements of intent, it was 


sometimes hard to imagine the artistic sensibility of the photographer. 
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"Right, Mrs Higgins. I see you sitting on the kitchen mat for this pose. The 
diffused light filtering through the net curtains will enhance your ethereal 
beauty. I’m going to call this one ‘Seasonal Study No 4: Ice Maiden in 
Repose’. I think we'll have the fridge door open for this one...” 


Of course, published material was not the only option. There was a third route 
men could take in their quest for uncensored or *unretouched' material: they 


could create it themselves. 


By the late 50s home developing and printing equipment was becoming 
increasingly affordable, giving the amateur greater control, and greater 
privacy. No longer having to worry what the local chemist (who would 
normally develop the amateur's photographs) might think of their choice of 
subject matter, men could shut themselves away in a darkened cupboard under 


the stairs to print their own ‘artistic interpretations of the female form’. 


Many photography manuals of the time dedicated much of their editorial to 
the subject of nude figure work, offering advice to aspiring amateurs on how 
they might secure the services of a model and, moreover, how best to expedite 


the delicate process of getting the model from clothed to unclothed. 
My character, Michael Whittingham, is quick to adopt this advice and much 


of his diary is spent preparing his studio (the front bedroom of his mother's 


house) in anticipation of an artistic session with the girl from the cake shop. 
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Whether you have a professional photographer's studio or whether you take your pictures in an old garage, 
always refer to it as your studio. This is extremely important when working with figure models especially 
since many of the girls you will be working with will be doing this for the first time. It is very important that 


they feel they are posing for artistic pictures. 


A big help is to have some samples of your best figure studies on hand, either in an album or framed on the 
wall. In this way prospective models can see the sincerity and quality of your work. The photographs you 
choose for these samples should be especially impersonal and not show the face of the subject enough to 
identify her. This is to reassure the model prospect that you will not be showing pictures of her in the nude to 


anyone who happens to come in. 


Popular Photography Vol 28, number 6 


Lighting set-ups are tested, titles are proposed: ‘Inquietude’, ‘Statuesque’, 
*Nature's Simplicity’. All suitably artistic and above board. As the proposed 
session approaches, his diary entries become more erratic, increasingly 
supplemented by text clipped from the pages of various photography books to 
allay any doubts he or anyone else might have about the moral rectitude of his 


intentions. 


Michael may seem like a despicable character — his furtive yet prudish 
approach to sex, his inappropriate objectification of women — but the literature 
of the day that condones his behaviour plays its part in fuelling this aspect of 
his persona. It’s easy to see how someone like Michael — unsophisticated, 
gullible and repressed — could be so heavily influenced by it. It’s true that he 
seeks it out and tweaks it to suit his needs, but he’s by no means unique in 


this: the use of a text to defend questionable behaviour has long been common 
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practice in organised religion. And with The Handbook of Amateur 
Photography by Dr Hugo Steinhauer as your bible, things are bound to turn 


nasty. 
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E HONTHLY. No. 14. 


I found this particular area of 1950s amateur photography, with its blurred 
boundaries between what is considered respectable and what is not, a 
fascinating area to delve into. But what was most important to me was how I 
might use it in my story. It provided the perfect vehicle to carry the evidence 


in the murder mystery narrative and, once brought under scrutiny, became the 
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ideal catalyst to tease out Michael Whittingham's inner demons and put them 


to the test. 


JOHN EVERARD From * Judgement of Parit ™ 


SCULPTURAL EFFECT 


Page 27  l/5th F.6.5 on Ilford HP3 5 х 4 cut film. Extremely diffused day- 
light, overcast day. Small fill-in flood. MPP 5х 4. 


(Ref: http://eitherand.org/reconsidering-amateur-photography/photographic- 


artistry-1950s-mens-magazines/ } 
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Pictorial: Nyet ... Nyet ... Soviet! 
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Vintage Odalisques 
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Magazines by Obelisk Press 


Le Minotaur 
Pen & Pencil Magazine 
Poetic Voice Magazine 
Art & Eros Magazine 
Dada Magazine 
L’Espionage 
Genius Magazine 


Neos et Le Surealisme 


Affiliated Publishing Houses 
Obelisk Press 
Atelier Press 


Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 300 titles to choose from 
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Le Minotaur Presy 
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